W e think the aliens are watching all the time. It's safer this way. They don't take kindly to people who upset Dad. Or me.
The aliens don't hold with cruelty.
Dad's eyes are open wide but there's no quiver in his chin, no tears gathering.
"Where are you, Nana?" he says.
"I'm here," I say. "I'm making your lunch. " "Is it ready?" he says. "Almost, " I say.
He paddles to the bathroom, turns on the light. I hear water running, splashing as he washes his hands. He never forgets. His grandma taught him well. He always said I looked like her, moved like her, even smelt like her, ever since I was a little girl, ever since he' d bounced me on his knee as I rubbed my hand over his whiskers, the times he spent his leave at home. And now I cook like her, too, make homemade egg noodles from dough rolled translucent-thin and too much bay leaf in the chicken soup. Once I got that right, there were no more puzzled frowns as he tasted his first spoon of the broth.
Trial and error. After lunch, as always, he walks over to the library. That was the easy part: he' d recollected the books when he still had his mind, matching editions to memories of his childhood, and shelved each book himself. Now he pulls Gulliver's Travels, starts to read. His lips move as he sounds out each word.
Odd how his memory works since aliens brought him back. Or how it doesn't.
My father left for Saturn when I was in sixth grade. 
